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’ She Jurked among the hardware ” 


It isn’t often that JUDGE is wild and wicked, but-- 


JupGe’s tame days are all over; JupGE has shot 
at the moon. , 

Other magazines have tried to be daring. But 
have you noticed that most of the spice in other 
magazines has been between the lines? 

Just you get JupGE at the newsstands week after 
week. You can read the /ines; you won’t have to 
read between Buy early in the week while 

Late in the week it 
Or subscribe now and 


em. 


may be TEN DOLLARS A COPY. 
save eight or nine dollars. 


You have read those modern magazine sex serials. 
Have you found them mild? 

Well, Angela Bish has real adventures. Nothing 
between the lines about Angie. “AIN’T ANGIE 
AWFUL!” is the title of six satires on the prevail- 
ing sex story, by GELETT BURGESS, which are 
appearing in JupGe. Read the one in this issue— 
you will want to read the others. 

Oh, Angie, Angie, Angie, Angie! 


You make good reading, but you are awful! 


“AIN'T ANGIE AWFUL!” by GELETT BURGESS, a brilliant satire 
on the prevalent sex serial story—illustrated by Rea Irvin- 
appearing in JUDGE every week. 


All Newsstands 
10 Cents 


JUDGE 


All Newsstands 
10 Cents 
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Ir Was Lucky For Her Tuat- Sue Was Usep To BEING A WALLFLOWER 


Ain’t Angie Awtul! 
Being the Love Affairs of Angela Bish 


A Serial in Six Chapters Satirizing the Prevailing Sex Stories 


IV—Tue Apventure or Tue GrRaAroLtion COMPANY 


OR a voung girl, life in New York is hard; so 
hard as to be practically indigestible. There 
were times when Angela Bish didn’t know where 
her next kiss would come from. 


fell in love, married, were 
beaten and divorced. But none of 
these blessings were vouchsafed 
Angela. 

Indeed, she had so often been 
thrown down by men that, at the 
Almost-Fur factory, where she glued 
whiskers onto blotting paper, to 
make sealskin coats, they called 
her Angie the Unbreakable. Disap- 
pointed hopes had turned her hair 
prematurely yellow. 

Ill as she could afford the luxury 
she would have given eight dollars 
any day for a husband, dead or 
alive. If wealthy, she would have 
preferred him dead. But all the 
matrimonial agencies had given her 
up as too wonderfully willing. Men, 
they said, kindly, liked to pursue an 
elusive woman, like a cake of soap 
in a wet bath tub—even men who 
hated baths. But poor Angie began 


By Gevetr BurGEss 
Illustrated by Rea Irvin 


to smile when a man was blocks away, and kept it up 


till the cops asked her if she were looking for the Home 


Other girls 








LikE A FrrEMAN FEEDING A 
Furnace, His Knire Went 
Ue ann Down 
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for the Feeble Minded. 
Yet she was fair 

have made a good wife for any dead husband. 

her talent for gum-chewing, for which she had received 


She would 
Besides 


at least, fairly fair. 


a gold medal at the Refuse Collect- 
ors’ Annual Ball, she had incipient 
hydrophobia and many other ac- 
complishments. But they accom- 
plished little in the way of a hus- 
band. 

The fact was, Angie was usually 
sound asleep in and around the 
region between the ears, and she 
woke up only when marriage was 
proposed, usually by herself. Brains 
she had nix. The only answer she 
knew was “Yes”; and that didn’t 
get her very far with the tightwads 
she knew, unless they happened to 
ask her did she want a trolley ride. 

Yet it is always darkest just 
before Christmas. Even as _ she 
pored over the first lesson in the 
Correspondence School of Suicide, 
and had about decided to specialize 
in Rough on Rats, Romance was 
already sneaking into her hall bed- 








room, disguised in special delivery. The letter was 
unsigned, but she recognized the perfume as one on 
sale by all the best soapists. 

“Oft,” it began—and she smiled. Angela liked 
soft letters, and one that began with “‘oft,”’ she knew, 
would be as gooey as the inside of a ripe Camembert 
cheese. 

“Oft have I admired your smart closed carriage, 


your proud, board walk, the graceful swinging of your 


have quite run away with my heart, 
liver and lungs still 
If you care to 


gait. They 
although my 
remain unmoved. 


share a little whale and butter- 
milk at Kid’s restaurant tonight 
with one who adores the very 
tacks you walk on, wire Ham-and- 
eyys,. care United Stogie Store, 
No. 1172, Hoboken-on-the-Sewer. 
| thank you. Green Mustache.” 


Hatched in the happiness of 
her soul, a baby hepe, no bigger 
than a Boston baked bean, flapped 
its beak and in ecstasy. 
That day for lunch Angela Bish 
a heavy dessert to keep her 
spirits But, all the after- 
noon, the girls at the Almost-Fur 
factory, seeing her giggle over her 
glue, decided that she must have 
received the happy of a 
death in the familys 
She walked 
f on hair 
And sure enough his mustache 
was green; and he must have deen 
to take Angie 
Few would have taken 
her at all. He held out a hand like 
twenty cents’ worth of bananas, 
and lifted his two-quart hat 

“Angela,” he said, “long as I 
have known you-—and it now 
almost a whole minute—never 
have.I seen you more beautiful!” 

The compliment instantly went 
to her head, and there, in the great 
dim solemn silent spaces, it roamed 


cawed 


ate 
down 


news 


the restaurant 


to 


as 


green himself 30 


Seric yusly 


is 


WaART OR 
about like a tailless cat in a cathedral. And her smile 
was that of one who has just borrowed a $400 squirrel 
coat to be photographed in. That is, if there are $400 
squirrels. I doubt it. 

She couldn't eat. Indeed, long as she had practised 
the art, it was all she could do to do nothing. But he 
ate heartily and handily and greedily and gaudily in 
great glorious gosh-awful gobs. Like a fireman feeding 
a furnace, his knife went up and down 

Was it time for the clinch yet? she wondered. No, 
there was still considerable pineapple pie on his mus- 
tache; and she decided to wait till he had finished his 
repast at last it was all gone. Angie opened her 
eyes again 

“Now, little one,”’ said he, “come along with me 
We are going to have one of those wonderjazz evenings 
you read about in the fifteen cent magazines.” 

This was no news to little Angela, only, it wouldn’t 
be like one of those short stories, she had decided; jit 





Sue Hap Grown on Him LIKE A 
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would be a regular he-and-she serial, as illustrated by 
an artist with-three-names. 

She took his arm, together with everything between 
his hat and heels, including the Flor de 14th St. cigar 
that was slowly turning his green mustache violet. 
Come with him? You couldn’t have melted her off 
with an acetylene blast. She had grown on him like 
a wart or a bad habit, for richer, for poorer, for sale 


or for instance till death did them puncture. 
* * * 


* * * * . 


The hall of the Grafolion Com- 
pany was cold, so cold as to be 
well-nigh rectangular. As he 
poked her through the transom 
Angie was saying to herself, “Once 
I get him in my arms, nothing 
shall ever part us except mar- 
riage!"’ With her personality and 
her biceps she felt sure that she 
could hold him and his cigar. 
Poor Angela! She was as opti- 
mistic as a centipede about to 
attempt to cross a freshly var- 
nished floor. 

And yet, once alone with him— 
for when they went in, his cigar 
went out—she found, somehow, 
she just couldn’t doit. It was not 
her will that relented, she had 
made no will. It was nothing so 
petty as pity, nor was it the mole 
on the bow of his nose. No, it was 
only the long overdue fact that 
she was handcuffed to the wall, 
and, try as she might, with all her 
might, she could not pull it down. 
She could not even bend it. It 
was lucky for her that she was 
used to being a wallflower. 

I wish I didn’t have to describe 
the scene that followed. But your 
vulgar curiosity must be satisfied. 
Yet how shall I bring it home to 
you, if you insist upon having a 
ghastly thing like that in your own 
home? I can only say that, when 
that brute in human form ap- 
proached her as if to kiss and, my gawd! did not kiss, 
her bloodshot shrieks sounded as follows: 

"|S, AAHOS%|!” “*|fTIOW4U$0**-EE] (*f!” 

One would have thought they were dismembering 
a Member of Congress. Her screams filled the hall to 
repletion. 

And still the man she would vamp and could not, 
kept three-eighths of an inch from her, his green mus- 
tache brushing her nose. It was a ticklish situation 
for Angela. As near he was as rent day, yet far away 
as fairyland or the Differential Calculus. She never 
could tell them apart; few can. 

But what, ladies and gentlemen, was the most 
mysterious machine just abaft her fore-quarter, whose 
wheel, the while, was revolving with the hellish cruelty 
of a taximeter taking a girl home to the Bronx? It 
turned on and on. Once she had left the water 
turned on all day in the bathtub. This was like that— 
only the floor was not so wet. And as it turned, 
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‘Tue Latest STRIKI 


he President of the Students’ and Junior Citizens’ Soviet makes formal demand to be. furnished \ ‘th Adding and Calculating Machines 
during rithmetichesson 


by her mixed groans one might have suspected her to — sively advertised, of late, i» all the best fly-papers. 

be a giraffe with a stiff neck. She heard, and, understanding, at last, thereby estab- 
3ut she was not. She was only a young girl growing _ lished a new record of her own for intelligence. Before 

bilious. And at last, answering her cries for help, the her ears were reproduced the convulsive arpeggios of 

room rose on one corner and bowed politely, then _ her late lamented anguish. 

looped the loop and did a tailspin. Angela knew no Yea, verily; in the distra ted depths of Angela’s 

more; indeed, not so much. lovesickness, the Grafolion Company had discovered 
° . . » . “3 . ' a new coloratura contralto. You can get her complete 
\ spoonful of olive oil, forced between her lips, re- conniption on a 12-inch disc ‘or $3.50. 

vived her; and she was released by a red-headed China- (Next week Angie is at her awfullest in ‘‘ The Adventure 

man. Him she might have of she Dumb Deceiver.”’) 


kissed, perhaps, for Angela's 
love was usually all-embrac- How it Was 


ing. But it was too late; her Visitter—Do the revenue officers 


kisses had staled. The man bother you much? 
with the green mustache had Moonshiner--Yes; especially 
disappeared. \t first she since the country went dry; but 


I’ve just had to put my foot down 
and tell them that I couldn’t spare 
them a drop; I’m just about able 
to take care of my regular cus- 
tomers 


thought he had taken her 
heart with him, and felt anx- 
iously inside her corset. No, 
it was not gone, but it was 
going. 
Three weeks are supposed 
By Airship 
Mrs. Hoyle— My ancestors came 
over in the May. ower 


by some to have clapsed. 
Kntering a Hall of Records, 
one day, something—it may 
have been the Recorder—told prawn by J. K. Burams Mrs. Doyle—\\Vhat  old-fash- 
ioned people; my cacestors came 





her to aon for the new Cat-  « My Daddy says we were put here to do good to others.” ; 
terwaulski records, so exten- “Did you ask him what the others were put here for?” over in the R4-11—44. 
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What to Do in Case of Accidents 
By Harry Irvinc SHumway 


ERTIGO caused when the price of a bit of sir- 
loin steak has been communicated to the vic- 


tim. 
Treatment. Place the stricken one in a recum- 
bent position and loosen the collar. Chafe the 


hands and bellow into the ears, “Congress shall know 
of it; Congress will fix things.” Keep saying this over 
and over until signs of life are apparent. The patient 
should be taken home as soon as strong enough. A 
few days’ rest and he or she will be up and about, but 
never the same person again. 

Swoon caused by landlord jumping the rent. 

Treatment. Open the windows. The patient must 
have air. Indeed, he must get used to the air, because 
signs point to his living outdoors in it in the near future. 
If rents continue to soar around Olympian heights 
we'll all become gypsies. When the patient begins 
to liven up, read him the ads in the real estate columns 
of the paper about those Utopian farms which start 
““Gentleman’s estate of ten acres, beautiful soil, to be 
sacrificed on account of owner’s health. Small payment 
down.” After he listens to a dozen or so of these his 
faith in human nature will be restored—a little any- 
way. 

Swoon caused by landlord saying the rent will nor 
be advanced. 

Treatment. It 
fatal. 


is 


There is no remedy for this. 
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San. on» Towser 


Rie Van Winkte Returns Home Turoucu His GarpeNn 


The medical profession is working now upon _ 
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Vrawn by BarkspaLe Kocers 


Diner -This isn’t a good looking piece of meat! 
W aitress—Well, you ordered a plain steak! 


a solution which, when squirted into the veins of one 
who expects to parley with a landlord, will render 
him immune. 

Heart attack caused by victim opening 
and reading his bill from the service sta- 
tion for autopsy performed on his auto- 
mobile. 

Symptoms. The symptoms in this are 
easy to recognize, even if the bill or state- 
ment is not noticed. The eyes roll up and 
the breathing is very irregular, sometimes 
only one or three cylinders firing. There 
is a knock, too, plainly discernible if the 
rescuer holds his ear to the heart of the 
patient. 

Treatment. Carry patient to a dark 
room. A livery stable is better if there is 
one handy. Then repeat slowly, as if in 
no particular hurry, ““Giddap, Pete. Whoa, 
you piebald son of a gun!” at the same 
time cracking a whip in the air. People 
clever at imitating the noises of animals 
have been known to bring a victim to life 
by simply whinnying like a horse. Complete 
rest, away from the noises of the road, will 
do wonders in restoring the afflicted one’s 
health. 

Hysterics caused by victim suddenly 
discovering a bottle of liquor in a forgotten 
corner of the house. 

The symptoms are unusual. The un- 
fortunate one generally jumps up and down, 
uttering hoarse cries and screams of delight. 

Treatment. Music, always a powerful 
factor in controlling the emotions, should 
be employed in a case like this. Quickly 
gather three or four men, the more 

















aan 


a 1 





the better, and start sing- 

ing: 

“For it’s always fair weather 

When good fellows get to- 
gether, 

With a stein on the table 

And a good song ringing 
clear.”’ 


Sing as loudly as you 
can and keep it up until the 
patient joins in with you. 
Never fear, he'll sing if 
there’s a song left in him. 

Poisoning caused by vic- 
tim reading jokes in the 
funny papers about the H. 


C. L. The symptoms are 
more annoying than alarm- 
ing. The victim takes a 


light view of the present 
altitude of living. He jokes 
about it in the presence of 
people who are in a murder- 
ous mood. To save his life, 
he should be guided along \ 
lines remote from the topic. 

Treatment. Give the vic- ay 
tim twenty-five cents and 
send him around to all the 
meat markets in the neigh- 
borhood with a message to 
be delivered verbally. He 
is to say, “‘Gimme twenty-five cents worth of steak.” 
If he isn’t cured in a short time, then there is nothing ‘to 
work on in his mental equipment and the sooner he 
has been filed away in a sanitarium, the better it will 
be for himself and others. 
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WueEn THE Periop Craze REACHES THE AUTOMOBILE INDUsTRY. II. THE 


FLORENTINE Coupé 


Evils of Prohibition 
Sporting Editor—At a lot of these swell affairs you are 
assigned to, I don’t see how you can tell the guests from the 
waiters. 
Society Editor—With the country dry it’ll be harder than 
ever. Previously I could always spot the 
waiters because they were sober. 


Mi | Hard Lines 
. By Carotyn WELLS 


CAN’T take a bath in the bathtub, 
I can’t put a thing in a drawer, 
Unlike Mother Hubbard 
I’ve no empty cupboard 

They’re every one full to the door. 

I can’t get a coat in the wardrobe, 

I can’t squeeze a skirt in the press, 
I cannot deposit 
My hat in the closet 

I’ve nowhere to put my best dress. 





The bureau, the hamper, the sideboard, 
Are, all of them just chock-a-block, 
And so is the bread-box, 
The under-the-bed box, 
The wall-safe and grandfather’s clock. 


Why, even my dog’s sleeping-basket, 
And the case I had built for my shoes, 
And the baby’s new pram 

Every place he can cram 
Is full of Jack’s bottles of booze 
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Wuite Josttinc THrouGu tHe Crowpep Mart, | Meer an Oiry Faker Tuert 


Again 


By Warr Mason 


Illustration by Ratepu Barton 


LAS, I’m always being stung, and always will be to the 
end, and always havesinceI was young—nor can you 
consolation lend. For you’re an easy mark, as well; 
meet some gent of polished mien, who has a plated 
brick to sell, and you dig up the good long green. 

One half of us are easy marks, who bite at every kind of 
bait; the other half are soulless sharks, who always keep their 
nerve on straight. 

Of fall guys there are many sorts, they’re like the sands upon 
the shore; one blows his savings in for quartz he thinks is filled 
with golden ore. Then golden dreams his slumbers fill, until 
he finds his quartz is rock; then to the poorhouse on the hill 
he takes a sad and lonely walk. 

One buys apr oil well in the south, in regions rich beyond 
compare; a faker with a widespread mouth tells him there is 
a fortune there. And then he dreams of golden bars, of dia 
monds, rubies, sapphires, pearls; of costly yachts and motor-cars, 
and happy sessions with the girls. Then comes a sad report 
some day, that makes his blood fume up and boil: “ We struck a 
bed of sandy clay, but never struck a sign of oil.’”” Oh, he’s been 
stung for all his kale, his gilded stock no comfort yields; and to 
the poorhouse in the vale he takes the path across the fields. 


The poorhouse is a gloomy place, where eyes are dim and 
hearts are sore; and now and then you see a face, all drawn and 
haggard, at the door; it is the countenance of one who in his 
time made quite a fuss; a faker lifted all his mon, and he is 
waiting there for us. And we shall join him there, anon, and 
live, like him, on cabbage soup, when ail our treasured coin is 
gone, and we have mortgaged every coop. 

The village banker says to me, “Bring in your coin and 
salt it down; our bank’s the safest thing,” says he, “that ever 
grew up in the town. Your coin will earn you four per cent, and 
you won’t need to walk the floor; so if you are a prudent gent, 
you'll bring your bullion and your ore.” 

I gather up my wealth and start to place it in the banker’s 
care; while jostling through the crowded mart, I meet an oily 
faker there. He has the blamedest, finest scheme, to make me 
rich, yea, doubly rich, beyond a miser’s golden dream; it has 
no flaw, it has no hitch. We stand and chatter in the sun, and 
when we leave each other there, the faker has my stock of mon, 
and I’ve a store of heated air. 

The poorhouse stands upon a slope, where all the winds of 
winter blow; and some cold day, devoid of hope, I to its gloomy 
Moor will go. 





eee ee 2 ee 


ne 


edited 








Its Malevolence 
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“PIPHIS 


that’s 


Tom \orGan 


bone-dry _ licker 
circulation 
stuff!”’ 

resident 


yur 
in 
awful 


sly 
now’-days is de- 
a prominent 
the Sandy Mush, Ark., region. 
“Over at the at Zach 
Flatt’s tuther night, a feller by 
the of Snorkey winked 
another feller by the of 
off one side, and 
to him didn’t he 
And then, when 
of the 
him 
by 


clared of 


dance 


name 
name 
Boghorn to 
whispered 
a dram? 
got him 

instead 


want 
he'd 

rush, 
drink, 


throat 


sorter out 
of giving a 
he took him the 


and wanted to know whur ANTHONY 


Drawn by Norman 


in torment them three dollars, ORIGINATOR OF THI 
that he’d been owing him ever Course LooKkING 
since the Lord knowed when, 

was at ’Peared like this yur Boghorn feller didn’t know, or 


couldn’t take a joke, or something. “Tennyrate, next minute 
they were fighting tollable nigh all over the place. ‘Most 
everybody present took sides and got impaled in the fracus, 
and for a spell it was about as lively a social function as I ever 
had the pleasure of witnessing. 

“Three or four gents got throwed through windows. The 
ladies pulled right smart of hair. The fiddler stepped on his 
own fiddle. The dogs got tromped on, and returred the favor 
by biting folks, and it was hooraw, boys, hooraw, and the devil 
take the hindmost! And mebby it would have been going on 





Famous Memory TRAINING 
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till morning if a thunder storm 
hadn’t come up and the house 
been struck by lightning, knock- 
ing off considerable of one end. 
That nacher’ly quieted matters 
down, and ended the fuss. Eh- 
vah—this yur bone-dry licker is 
a plumb demon; it does as much 
damage when you hain’t got it 
as when you have.”’ 


No Time to Lose 

“Have you a copy of ‘Wood 
man, Spare That Tree,’ the 
stirring poem that appeared in 
all the second readers some fifty 
vears ago?” asked the anxious 
looking stranger. 

“T have, sir,” was the prompt 
reply of Emerson Cooper, the 
enterprising book dealer 

“Then let me have it quick 
ly,”’ cried the stranger, “and please do it up very securely, 
for mailing. I want to speed it off by special delivery, so 
that betore all the trees in Holland have been leveled, it will 
get into the ruthless hands of the ex-Kaiser.”’ 


m His GLASSES 


By Way of Reward 
‘I can’t keep a cook any length of time.” 
“You don’t use judgment with your help,” maintained her 
husband. “You offer no great incentive to remain. Now 
when a man has been with me five years, I let him wear a gold 


stripe on his sleeve.” 
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“'Tom INDICATED THI 


LETTER 


nw Her Hann” 


Quite Regular 


By J. 
Illustration b 


IEUTENANT TOM WINTON, 


just re- 


turned from France, was greeted by Lucille 
Chalmer with friendly warmth, yet with a 
note of added interest revealed by her 


question: 

Sut did you see Jack Haggin Over There?” 

Tom was and upstanding enough to 
engage the eye of a sculptor who might be contem- 
plating a statue to be called The Victorious Soldier; 
but he had shown an unsoldierly embarrassment from 
the moment of meeting Lucille. Perhaps her fresh 
beauty had something to do with his confusion. 

“I saw Jack several times,” he replied. “Just 
before I sailed he handed me this to give to you.””. Tom 
vent into three pockets before he produced a letter. 
‘Jack thought I might get it to you ahead of mailing.” 

Lucille made a little excited movement as though 
to open the letter, but bethought herself. ‘‘When is 
Jack coming back?” she asked. 

“There’s no knowing. We thought we might be 
lucky enough to return together, but he was among 


“c 


handsome 


LAWRENCI 


\. WALDRON 


FELLOowS 
those sent to Coblenz.”” Tom indicated the letter in 
her hand. ‘ You'll want to read that at once, of course. 
I must go.”” And he turned toward thé door. 

“Why hurry away?” 

“After you’ve read that. 

“Please do. I shall want you to tell me a lot about 
Jack!” She went to the door with him, blushing. 

Five minutes later, Lucille, greatly excited, came 
upon her mother with the letter open. “Tom Winton’s 
back, mamma! And he brought me this letter from 
Jack. What do you think? Jack wants to marry me 
by proxy!” 

*“What an idea!”’ said Mrs. Chalmer. 

**And he wants Tom Winton to act as bridegroom!” 

“But does Tom know about this plan of Jack’s?” 
Mrs. Chalmer was serious. 

“Tom must know it! He just came 
embarrassed, and went out again.” 

“He didn’t say anything about it?’ 

“Not a word, mamma!” 

*“You’ve promised to marry Jack when he returns. 


May I ca!l tomorrow?” 


in, seemed 


, 
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Viction of the Peace Treaty—Aw, vee, there ain't nothin’ to pla 
WwW ar’s OV er! 


That ought to satisfy him. What can he be thinking 
about?” 

“Just read what he says, please!” Lucille passed 
over the letter, and fidgeted while Mrs. Chalmer read it. 

“He is earnest enough about it,” said Mrs. Chalmer. 

““You see he is in love with me. I ought to do as 
he wishes.” 

“Would you do it, dear?” Mrs. Chalmer’s tone was 
of doubt, but she laughed a moment afterward as 
though in ridicule of the idea. 

“Tell me just what a marriage by proxy is, mamma.” 

“Purely a formality, child. But what would your 
father say?” Major Chalmer was in France. 

“Father approved of our engagement, as you know. 
But you haven’t explained what a marriage by proxy 
1s. f 

“Well, a substitute bridegroom stands up with the 
bride. giving the name and all that of the real bride- 
groom. He merely answers the questions and makes 
the promises the real bridegroom would answer and 
make, and it’s all over. A wooden man would serve as 
well if a wooden man could talk!” 

“And the girl and the proxy just shake hands and 
separate after the ceremony?” 

“I don’t think it is even necessary to shake hands. 
Of course they separate!” 

“It would be quite exciting, even at that! But I’ve 
always wanted a wedding of style, mother.” 

“Then you will have to wait for Jack. A proxy 
wedding would be as commonplace as a conventional 
*Good-morning!”’ 

“But what shall we do? Mr. Winton is coming 
tomorrow—lI suppose to discuss it.” Lucille made a 
wry face, and her substitution of “Mr. Winton” for 





the familiar ““Tom” was significant. “*We— 
you and I, mamma, must talk it over now!” 

They discussed the matter with animation. 
Lucille’s affirmative curiosity was strong— 
with constant avowals of loyalty to Jack. 
Mrs. Chalmer’s varying objections grew 
weaker and weaker. A proxy marriage was 
novel enough to interest any woman. 

There was constraint when Tom called 
the next day. He finally mentioned the sub- 
ject, with a flaming face; but Lucille and her 
mother waived it for the time and talked of 
other things. Finally Mrs. Chalmer left 
Tom and Lucille together, thinking the idea 
might be broached between them at least 
tentatively. But it was not mentioned. Tom 
asked Lucille to go to the theater, and was 
invited to dinner the next day. 

Thus it went on for a week, the young 
people being together daily. Mrs. Chalmer 
now and then mentioned the proxy marriage 
with growing approval. Through a friend 
whom she mentioned they could fix the mat- 
ter up at the Marriage License Bureau, and 
they were all agreed that it would be neces- 
sary only to quietly go to any clergyman 
to complete the transaction. And then Lucille 
and Tom might write to Jack all about it. 

Lucille and Tom went out one morning. 
They returned in the afternoon and sought 
Mrs. Chalmer. 

“We've done_it, mamma!” said Lucille, 
looking demure yet happy. And she handed Mrs. 
Chalmer a marriage certificate. 

Mrs. Chalmer gasped as she took the document to 
scan. “‘But your name appears on this, Tom!” she 
exclaimed. 

“Oh, yes!” he replied. 


The Big Scene: Any Show 


By Morrte Ryskinp 
HAT you will shall be my end: 
All my morals I will mend; 
Cut out gambling, drinking, too 
I'll not smoke nor swear nor chew— 
Church on Sundays I'll attend. 


“ 


It’s quite regular!” 


If in some way he offend 
You, I'll drop my dearest friend— 
By the gods, dear, I shall do 
What you will! 


All my coin on you I’ll spend 
(Plus whatever pals may lend). 
Dresses costly, bonnets new— 
How the rest will envy you!— 
You shall have if you’ll unbend . . 
What? You will? 


His Vacation 
Willis—Where are you going for your vacation? 
Gillis—Right here in the city. My country uncle, who came 
to town last week, is going to show me all the historical places 
of interest, and my country nephew, who has been here since 
last night, is going to show me the high-life spots. 
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RememBer Tuat First Dive? 
Slightly Indefinite 
“Summers!” called the 
man ofthe -Geewhizz Flyer, as _ it 
approached a station. “Summers! 
Summers!” 
“I know it’s some’re,” peevishly 
commented Jig Fiddlin, of Sandy Mush, 
Ark., “but whur?” 


brake- 


The New Drinking Song 
By Wavrer Puritzer 
- co me boys, a lusty jorum. 
Filtered from the local main; 
Let us drink and drown decorum; 
Let us sing and banish pain; 
Fill the cup and every sip’ll 
Bid the cares of being go; 
Tell us, who can find a tipple 
To compare with H,0? 


Foreign people squander life on, 
Spanish grape or British hop, 
Mountain dew with gassy syphon, 

Juniper with ginger pop; 
Watch them, swollen, pale 

Slam the door and see them jump! 
Better far that they had revelled 

On the boiled and filtered pump 


disheveled 


Give us Yankees full libation 

From the constant town supply, 
Void of consequent inflation, 

\chy head and rheumy eye! 
Keep the pot aboiling, laddie! 

Let the jolly filter flow; 
Foreigners can use the caddy 

Ie shall stick to H,O! 


Usual Use 

First Politician — There’s a_ section 
down my way that’s got a forest, a deep 
quarry and a swamp. I wonder if there’ 
anything we can use if for? 

Second Politician—Sure. 
thing to use as @ detour while we 
the State Roa’ 


Just the 
repair 
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A pplicant—’Scuse me, 
go aroun an test 2.75 beer? 


iS 





My Master 


By Vuomas EpceLtow 


HIS man, with his cold, calm face, 
owns me. I am forced to do his 
slightest bidding. His word has become 
And yet physically I am 
than he. Nor have I 
mitted any crime, so that he 
hold me by fear of prison. 

Yet am I his servant. He 
come, and I come; he dismisses me 
with a nod—and I go. Often and often 
he puts me to the torture, and yet I 


my law 
stronger com- 


does not 


bids me 


dare make no open complaint. He 
speaks, when, knowing my master’s 
voice, 1 am silent. He deprives me of 


the right to answer him back. 
And though he is far, far richer than 
months when he will calmly 
earnings—as though this 
How I hate this calm, 
I detest the cruel gleam 
One day I shall kill him. 
I know that one day I shall kill him. 
Often murder is in my heart when he 
trades upon my helplessness. I shall 
certainly slay him, and no jury will send 
me to the chair. Even juries are 
human, and they will sympathize—for 
this cold, calm man is my dentist. 


I, there are 
take all my 
were his right. 
cold man! How 
in his eye. 


Cruel 
*That’s unjust.” 
“What?” 
‘Keeping soldiers guilty of 
A. W.O.L. 


songs are at 


being 


in prison when writers of war 
liberty.” 


Loss, but couldn’t ye use a good man to 
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Cue DEGENERATE DouGHNUT AND OTHERS 


HE trouble with America is fatty degenera- 
tion of the menu. As long as we kept to 
the melting-pot we were all right, but now 
we have the melting-pot-roast. All the 
nations of the world have now found self- 
determination through our bill of fare except America. 
Once in the dim dead days beyond recall—or refer- 
endum or other modern device—we had food in 
America and real cooks. We labored under many 
difficulties, of course; we hadn’t learned about paté de 
foie gras or caviar then. And it is surprising to know 
how many people tottcred through life and reached the 
allotted span without once knowing that there was any 
higher gustatory delight than Boston baked beans. 
Every wave of immigration has washed up some 
new names for our mcnus until a diner must be either 
a linguist or an adventurer. The French and the 
Italians and the Germans and the Greeks and the 
Russians and the Lord knows how many other races 
of Europe have moved over and brought their season- 
ings with them. The first settlers of this country came 
here with a prayer book in one hand and a rifle in the 
other; our latest colonists 


Witrrep Jones Kennetu L. Roperts 

E. W. Kemesue CHARLes SARKA 

Orson Lowe.! Cumton ScoL_LarpD 

Ancus MacDonaut CaLvertT SmIru 

Watt Mason A. B. Waker 
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maitre in an Italian restaurant owned by a Hebrew try- 
ing to teach Greek cooks how to prepare caviar for 
American palates. 

True to our New England ancestry, we asked for 
a doughnut in a restaurant the other day; the waiter 
brought something round and soft and evil looking. 
We investigated it carefully; in the center of a pudgy 
mass of dough reposed some jam. We turned our ear 
to the northeast and listened to the dull roar of ten 
generations of New England cooks turning in their 
graves. 


JUDGELETS 

England has revised her idea that Lincoln was 
an inferior Wilson. 

* . + 

It is better to miss two opportunities than to find 
one disaster. 

* * * 

The tragedy of marriage is the fact that a human 
being has but one life to live and it is awful to have to 
live it with a fool. There is always divorce, but that 
is merely getting rid of a dressmaker’s bill for the 


sake of a lawyer’s bill. 
° * * * 


Or 
2 ( 





have come with a cook-book 
in one hand and a mixing 
spoon in the other. 

We used to think of Uncle 
Jonathan as a lean bucolic 
in loose and flapping clothes; 
today, if we pictured him 
correctly, his portrait would 
be that of a corpulent fre- 
quenter of restaurants, with 
greedy eyes gazing out from 
between rolls of fat, one who 
believes that “home cooking” 





Dare we reject it and break 
the heart of the half-world? 
* * * 
The only thing left to get 
drunk with now is power. 
* * + 
Perhaps the League of Na- 
tions is a piece of sarcasm at 
the expense of Tennyson. 
* * * 


It is pitiful when ability is 











is merely an advertising 
phrase. 
Today we have a French 
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Anpv Baccuus Has Become Bric-a-Brac 


far ahead of aspiration, and 
it is ridiculous when aspiration 
is far ahead of ability. 


for 


Lawtqn Mackati, Managing Editor 
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Digest of the World’s Humor 





BABIES 














A Possible Risk—*I thought your 
wife had decided to name the new baby 
after her grandmother.”’ 

“She changed her mind when I warned 
her that in about 25 years from now the 
papers would be running her grand- 
mother’s name often in the 50 years ago 
columns.” —Wichita Eagle 

Unfeeling Father—‘ Have the Blith- 
ersbys named their new twins yet?” 

“Yes, but they were not given the 
names applied to them by Mr. Blith- 
ersby when they first arrived.” 

“What did he call the precious pair?”’ 

“*T rouble’ and ‘ More of It.’”—Birm- 
ingham Age-Herald. 


Tempting the Stork—It is custom- 
ary in China, when the number of chil- 
dren—daughters prepondering—begins 
to exceed the family income, to name the 
latest comer “Enough.” Acting upon 
this superstition, the Lees, a native 
Christian couple, presented their seventh 
child for baptism. 

“What is her name?” 
missionary pastor. 

“Enough!” announced both parents 
in fervent unison. 

“That will never do!” the pastor 
frowned. “Think of a more fitting 
name!” But Mr. and Mrs. Lee were 
smitten with stage fright and could 
think of nothing. The Bible woman 
sitting near whispered: “Call her Dor- 
cas!’’ So Dorcas she was hastily named. 
But fancy the dismay of Mr. and Mrs. 
Lee when they discovered that Dorcas, 
translated into the native dialect, is 
identical in sound with the Chinese words, 
“Many More!”’—World Outlook. 
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Hot Stuff 











Busen—Snailla goa frun, kop de har stryk- 
jarne av en fattig stackare, som inte fatt en 
drop pe pa flera dar. 

Frun—lad ska han ha for’ et? 

Busen—-En femtioring dr det vart. Men 


akta sey frun! De &@ varmt! 

Tramp—Good lady, please buy a flatiron 
from a poor man who has not had a drink for 
many a day. 

Lady—W hat do you want for it? 

Tramp—A shilling. But be careful with 
it, it’s hot!—Kasper (Stockholm). 


He Lacked the Red One—/7he Seated 
Soldier—Yes, mum; a red chevron means 
a man’s married, and each blue one means 
a kid. 

The Old Lady (suddenly realizing that 
the soldier standing up wears three blue 
chevrons, but no red)—Oh, you wicked 
man! You ought to be ashamed of your- 
self.—London Sketch. 


Baby’s Fondness—Friend—I  sup- 
pose the baby is fond of you? 
Papa—Fond of me? Why, he sleeps 
all day when I’m not at home and stays 
up all night just to enjoy my society.— 
Rochester Post-Express. 
17 
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Strong on the Foozle—Patience 
Saw young Niblick out playing golf yes 
terday. 

Patrice—Oh, yes, he plays occasion- 
ally.” 

“How’s his game?” 

“Oh, he plays all games indifferently.” 

“Calling on you yet, isn’t he?” 

“Oh, ves, and brings candy sometimes.’ 

“And flowers occasionally?” 

“Ves, occasionally.” 

“Says sweet things?”’ 

“Ves, at times.” 

“Whistles the wedding march?” 

“Yes, and that’s as near as he gets to 
proposing ‘ 

“Think you ought to be disappointed.” 

“Oh, well, he always was strong on 
the ‘foozle,’ you know.”’—Yonkers States- 


man. 


The Under Dog—‘ Doctor,” said the 
patient on the operating table in feeble 
tones. 

“Well, sir?” 

“Before I take gas, promise me that 
you won’t hurry.” 

“Of course I won’t. What put that 
notion into your head?” 

“T just heard you tell one of your 
medical friends out in the hall that you 
would be ready to join him in that little 
game of golf in 45 minutes. I’ve got 
more at stake than a game of golf.”’— 

—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Taking Advantage of Her Oppor- 
tunities—‘‘ What, another new dress?” 

“Yes, my husband shot a good game 
of golf yesterday and I believe in getting 
things while the getting is easy.”—De- 
troit Free Press. 
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Amenities of the Road 





Urchin (after being the cause of a heav) 
to my ‘oop.— Blighty (London) 





| LAWYERS 

















Retaliation—Buarrister—Now, sir, you 
have stated under oath that this man 
had the appearance of a gentleman. 
Will you be good enough to tell the jury 
how a gentleman looks, in your estima- 
tion? 

Deown-trodden Witness—Well, er—a 
gentleman looks—er—like—er——” 

Barrister—I don’t want any of your 
‘ers’ sir; and remember that you are on 
oath. Can you see anybody in this court- 
room who looks like a gentleman? 

Witness—I can if you'll stand out of 
the way.—London Tit-Bits. 


High-Browed Folk—*This is going 
to be a hard fought case.’ 

“Why do you think so?” 

“Four celebrated alienists have been 
engaged.” 

“But how about the lawyers?” 

“They are all smart fellows. It takes 
a pretty sharp lawyer to get a state- 
ment out of an eminent alienist that a 
horny-handed juror can understand.” 

Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Merely Technical—‘“What about 
my case?” 

“You are only technically guilty,” 
said the lawyer. 

“As for your being in jail——’ 

“It’s a mere technicality, I know. 
But how about getting me out?”— 
Kansas City Journal. 
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spill Serve ver right—just see what yer done 


The One Step—A certain judge could 
not control his temper, and consequently 
could not control other people. One day 
there was unusual disorder in court, and at 
last the judge could endure it no longer 

“It is impossible to allow this 
persistent contempt of court to go 
on,” he said, “and I shall be forced 
to go to the extreme length of tak- 
ing the one step that will stop it.” 

There was a long silence, then 
one of the counsel rose, and with 
just a trace of a smile, inquired: 

“Tf it pleases your honor, from 
what date will your resignation 
take effect?” —Dallas N ews. 

In Advance —‘“Can’t you find a 
loophole for me to craw] through?” 
asked the shifty promoter. 

“Of course I can,” replied the 
equally shifty lawyer. “But 
ahem —there’s a_ little — prelimi- 
nary—to be settled first.” 

“What is that?” 

“T shall require a retainer of 
$1000 before you start to crawl.” 

Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Not For Him—Binns—W ould 
you marry a woman lawyer? 

Barnes—Heaven forbid! Anordi 
nary woman can cross-examine quite 
well enough.—London Tit-Bits. 


























Might Be Worse Off—‘ Thankful! 
What have I to be thankful for? I can’t 
pay my bills.” 

“Then, man alive, be thankful you 
aren’t one of your creditors.’”’—Boston 
Transcript. 


Worked Both Ways—A novelist said 
at a Bar Harbor tea: 

“It is incredible what some women 
will spend to get into society. A Western 
millionaire’s wife came to New York, 
took a house on Fifth Avenue and gave 
a ball of great magnificence. 

“When her husband totaled up the 
bills he winced, and said: 

“*“My, Maria, these bills foot up to 
$30,000.’ 

“*It costs money, dearie,’ said the wife, 
‘to get into society.’ 

“*Humph!’ said the millionaire, ‘it 
don’t seem to me that we’re gettin’ into 
society as much as society is gettin’ into 


’. 


us. Washington Star. 


Profanity in a Good Cause 





Proesten—Hvem er det dog, som bander saa fors- 
krackkelig inde hos Dem AnneVKirstine? 
Mrs. Petersen—Aa, det ar bare vor Fa’er, som er 


aa galhodet, for ded han int’ ka’ find’ Salmebogen. 


Odd Difficulty—‘‘When the 
man you speak of was arrested as a 


Han vil da saa gern 1 Kaerk! 
Parson—Who is making that terrible noise 


fence,his lawyercouldn’tclearhim.” and using that terrible language in your house, 
Mrs. Petersen? 


“That’s strange; anybody ought Vrs 


to be able to whitewash a fence.” 
Baltimore American. 


18 


Petersen—It’s only my husband. He 


wants to go to church and can’t find his prayer- 
book.—Klods Hans (Copenhagen). 
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A Bush-Ranger—Joseph Cummings 
Chase, the portrait painter, told at a 
club the other day the story of a Con- 
necticut farmer who never would admit 
that he didn’t know all about anything 
that might come up. He was never sur- 
prised 

‘“Wa’al,”’ would be his invariable com- 
ment upon some striking incident, per- 
sonal or otherwise, “I expected it.”’ 

Recently at a county fair he was in- 
vited upon the platform, and the magi 
cian after some manipulation extracted a 
rabbit from his flowing beard. 

“Ha! Ha!” laughed his wife when he 
returned to the audience, ‘‘now you can’t 
say you expected that.” 

“Wa’al—no, thet is, not exactly. Fur 
two days I been feelin’ somethin’ going 
on in them whiskers 0’ but I 
couldn’t quite make up my mind ‘twas 
a rabbit.”— Philadelphia North American. 


mine, 


Repetition—Sir Arbuthnot Lane told 
the following story at the Annual Ses- 
sion of the American Medical Association 
relative to his frequent this 
“A man came to the priest 
him of somebody who had 


visits to 
country 


and told 


fallen forty feet and not been injured. 
The priest said that was an accident. 
The man came again and said the same 
person had again fallen forty feet without 
injury 


The priest said that was a co- 


At the Barber's 
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kyld, er Petersen her? 


Barberen—Nei, han bleo netop barbert og 
er gaat 

Herren—Vet De, hoilken vei han gik? 

Barberen—Nei, desvaerre. 


En stemme bak avisen—Kan De ikke folge 
blod. poret, da. ie 

““Has Petersen been here?” 

Barber—Yes, he’s just gone. 

“*Do you know which way he went?” 

Barber—No. 

Voice from the background—Follow the 
trail of blood.—Karitkaturen (Christiania). 


The Still Alarm 








Nar oskulden sover, 
There’s many a slip! 


Again the man came with the 
same story and then the priest 
‘Now habit.’""—Journal of the 
American Medical Association. 


incidence. 
said: 


it’s a 


Theodore 
New York 
he knew quite well a farmer who lived 
at a house on the read where the governor, 
riding horseback, would always stop for 


A Stranger to Art—When 


Roosevelt was governor of 


a rest 

One day when T. R. rode up the farmer 
was reading a New York paper. 

“Governor,” he asked, “aren’t these 
New York papers pretty tall liars?” 

“Why, what makes you think they 
are?”’ 

“Well, here’s a story I just 
a-readin’ of a man who paid $14,000 for 
a picture of a cow. I don’t believe it.” 

“Why not?” said T. R. 

“Because,” said the farmer, “I don’t 
believe there’s any man in New York would 
pay $14,000 for anything he couldn’t 
milk.’’—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegra ph. 
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Kasper (Stockholm) 
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Resourceful Woman— Artist—That 
clumsy girl has flicked a dustcloth across 


the fresh paint of my new picture. It is 
nothing but a smear. 
His Wife—Never mind, dear. Call 


it a country scene viewed from a speed 
ing automobile.— Louisville Courier J our- 
nal. 

Happy  Inspiration—‘This artist 
works two hours a day and makes $25, 
a year.” 

“Pretty soft! I don’t the 
eight-hour day means anything to him.” 

“You’re wrong there. His poster en- 
titled, ‘A Square Deal for the Work- 
ingman,’ netted him enough to buy a 
new motor car.’’—Birmingham Age- 


Herald. 
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Right on the Face of It > 
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Kismet—A_ well-known physician, 
who is inclined to convivial intercourse 
with his fellow clubmen and has also a 
deserved reputation for wit, did not leave 
his favorite armchair in his favorite win- 
dow the other afternoon until late in the 
evening, the attraction being a favorite 
brand of Scotch, which was running low 

and July 1 in the near background. 

“IT have missed,” he said glancing at 
his note book and rising slowly from his 
chair, “eight appointments this after- 
noon. But as four of them represent 
cases so serious that no physician could 
could cure them and the other four have 
constitutions so strong that no physician 
could kill them, I shall not worry.” 

He resumed his seat and picked up the 
evening newspaper.—New York Evening 


Post. 


No More Malaria—* Never hear 
about malaria out this way any more.” 

“No,” answered Uncle Bill Bottletop. 
“Malaria gets terrible unpopular when 
there is nothing to cure it with except 
quinin.”—W ashington Star. 


A Friendly Plot—‘ You will need a 
trained nurse for Mrs. Jibway.” 

“Certainly, doctor. Ill attend to 
that right away,” said Mr. Jibway. 

“Speaking as an old friend of the fam- 
ily, I can tell you how to hasten Mrs. 
Jibway’s recovery.” 

“How?” 

“Engage the prettiest nurse you can 
find and show her a little attention in 
the sick room. We'll have Mrs. Jibway 
on her feet in a jiffy.” —Birmingham A ge- 


Herald. 








Sam—Say, John, there’s some dirt 
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An Extremist — ‘Isn't Nexadore’s 
wife rather fond of an argument?” 

“Is she? Why, that woman is so fond 
of an argument she won’t even eat any- 
thing that agrees with her.”’—Boston 
Transcript 


Not An Authority—The young man 
had been married just a week, but had 
commenced to spend his evenings at the 
club. He was enjoying a friendly game 


an old man across the table, he thought 


on your mug.—World (London) Standard Traffic 
of whist when the question of marriage " 
was mentioned in a casual way by one 
of the company. 

This remark brought the young man 
to a sense of his position, and, noticing 


he would extract from him a little in- 
formation. 

“Mr. Oldwed,” said he, “how long 
does a man have to be married before 
his wife agrees with him in every- 
thing?’ 

“T’m sorry, my boy,” replied the man, 
“very sorry, but you'll have to ask 





“Did you have a seat or did you stand, 


someone else. You see, I've _only h< aaa ) 
been married 40 years.”—Washington “Neither, I hung!”—Fleigende Blactser 
Star. (Munich). 





ee 


aE, 











-YOUNG- — 
STERS 

















Spoiled It All—They had been dining 
in state in the dining-car. Husband, who 
is a teacher of English, was glad that 
little daughter had behaved so perfectly. 
Mother also was in a happy frame of 
mind. There were numerous other diners 
in the car and the parents were proud of 
their child. Not a single thing had hap- 
pened to mar the serenity of the occasion. 

Finally the meal was over and they 
started to leave the car. Their way took 
them past all of the other tables. Sud- 
denly the little girl felt impelled at ask 
a question 

“Mother,” she called in a shrill voice, 
“aren't we going to wash the dishes?”’ 


Indianapolis News 


Wise Kid—In an infant school the 
teacher chose the miracle of the water 
being turned into wine as the subject of 
the usual Bible lesson 

In telling the story she occasion: lly 
asked a few questions. One of them 
was 

“When the new wine was brought to 
the governor of the feast what did he 
say?” 

A little girl, remembering what she 
had heard, probably on some festive 
occasion, called out: 

“Here’s  luck!”—Cleveland News- 
Leader. 


Very Clear—Teacher—Now, Willie, 
can you tell me the meaning of the word 
‘transparent’? 

Willie—Yes, ma’am. It means some- 
thing you can see through. 

Teacher—Right. Now give me an 
example. 

Willie—A ladder.—Philadelphia North 


American. 


Wisdom of Betty—We had a family 
picnic. When we had eaten our supper 
we sauntered slowly out of the park 
toward the car line. Suddenly Betty 
turned and ran quickly back toward the 
spot where we had eaten. 

“Betty, come back,” said mother. 

Betty ran faster, without making any 
excuse for her conduct. 

“What are you going back for? Why 
don’t you come when I call?” cried 
mother to Betty’s retreating back. 

“Just a minute, mother,” called back 
Betty. “I want to get my gum. I 
parked it on one of the benches.”—Chi- 
cago Tribune. 


The Modern Buccaneer 











Profiteer—It pays better than the old way, 


Ingenuity—Litile Jackie—I want 
another box of pills like I got for mother 
yesterday. 

Chemist—Did your mother say they 
were good? 

Little Jackie—No, but they just fit 
my airgun.—Pearson’s Weekly. 


Just For Fun—Little seven-year-old 
James came home from school the first 
day with determined look on his face. 
He was decided on one point. 

“Mother,” he cried, “I’m going to 
quit school and be a school teacher!” 

“Why, James,” said his mother, 
laughing, “how can you? You don’t 
know enough.” 

“Don’t know enough?” exclaimed the 
would-be-teacher. ‘You don’t have to 
know anything! All you have to do is ask 
questions!""—Watchman and Examiner. 


The Tactful Dentist 





*j'ous n’avez pas trop souffert?” 
“I’m afraid I hurt you that time.””—Le 


Péle-Méle (Paris). 














and it’s far safer.—Sydney (Australia) Bulletin. 





Oe 


a ae 


| MINISTER 











Peeieiner 





A Slow Process—Mrs. Brown was at 
the back of the church waiting to have 
her baby christened. Baby was getting 
restless, so she beckoned the verger. 

“Is the sermon nearly finished?” she 
whispered. 

“No, mum,” replied the verger, ‘“‘an- 
other half-hour of it yet. He’s only on 
his ‘lastly.’”’ 

“But,” said Mrs. Brown, “‘will it take 
him half an hour to get through his 
‘lastly’?” 

“No, mum,” was the demure reply, 
“but there’s the ‘one more word and I’m 
done,’ and the ‘finally,’ and the ‘in con- 
clusion’ to come yet. Don’t be impa- 
tient.” —London Tit-Bits. 


A Difficulty—The day of churches 
“beyond denominations” is here, and 
we give herewith another example of 
pressing on the good work: The mayor 
of a far inland town was about to engage 
a preacher for the new church. 

“Parson, ye aren’t by any chance a 
Baptist, be ye?” 

“No, not necessarily. Why?” 

“Wal, I was just a-goin’ to say we 
have to haul our water twelve miles.”— 
Christian Advocate. 
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Above His Environment 





Vew Boarder 


Bridgct—Phwat? legs, is it? 


I’ll have eggs to follow, please. 
Did yer bring ‘em wid yer? 





WET AND 














Unlamented—‘ Prohibition is _ not 
such a bad thing after all.” 
“ No?” 


“It has done away with the fellow who 
suffered from temporary paralysis of 
both arms when reaching for the bar 
check.’’—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


In the Future—‘Our children will 
see many wonderful things in the years 
to come.” 

“Yes, | suppose some day my son will 
find a forgotten corkscrew in an old 
drawer and come to me to ask what that 
queer thing was ever used for.’’—Balti- 
more American. 


Arid Persifilage—“ Sorry I can’t offer 
you a drink, old man. My old still is suf- 
fering from a breakdown.” 

“Ha-ha! Due to overwork, I sup- 
pose?” 

“Either that or the worm turned Bol- 
shevist.”"—Buffalo Express. 


Unpopular—" Never hear much about 
malaria out this way any more?” 

“No,” answered Uncle Bill Bottletop. 
“Malaria gets terrible unpopular when 
there is nothing to cure it with except 
quinine.” —Kansas City Star. 


Can't Edison Invent One?—W hat is 
needed now is a demijohn equipped with 
a motor and able to fly under radio con- 
trol from one State to another.—C harles- 
ton News and Courier. 


* year-old 


Sydney Bulletin. 


Frog in the Throat—Colone! Bill 
Bulous says that a farmer friend of his, a 
Prohibitionist, down in Barren County, 
Kentucky, is teaching the bullfrogs in the 
pond to croak “ Jug-o’-malted-milk”’ in- 
stead of the familiar “ jug-o’-rum!” 

( hicago News. 


New Danger—A bottle of pop ex 
ploded in the hand of an Ohio man and 
a piece of glass entered his neck, nearly 
severing the jugular vein. Nothing like 
that ever happened to a bottle of ten- 
bourbon.—Birmingham Age 
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They Go Everywhere 








—Mademoiselle veut-elle me permetire de 


sortir ce soir? Je vais prendre ma lecon de 
tango 

Cook—May I have the evening off? I 
want to take my tango lesson.—Le Rire 
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Wanted to Know—‘A woman asked 
me today,” remarked a lawyer, “if she 
could get a divorce because her husband 
is a cigarette fiend.” 

“What did you tell her?” 

“I told her she might, and then she 
inquired how many coupons it would 
take.”’—Boston Transcript. 


Much to Say “Mrs. Neighbor 
talked with my wife an hour today over 
the phone.” 

“Probably they hadn’t talked together 
for some time.” 

“Not since yesterday.” 
Journal. 


Kansas City 


Lost Opportunity— Bess—Somebody 
passed a counterfeit dime on Bob a year 
ago and he hasn’t been able to get rid 
of it since. 

Maiden Aunt (Horrified) — What! 
Does that young man never go to church, 
then?—S?t. Paul Dispatch. 


Went and Done It 
so downcast?”’ 

“Oh, he is always getting engaged to 
girls, you know, and worming out of it.” 

“Tar 

“Well, this summer he failed to get 
away with it.” 

“ How so?”’ 

“He happened to propose to a woman 
lawyer.”’—Florida Times-Union. 


“Why is Bob 


Topic at Hand—‘Women always 
find something to talk abo t.” 
“That’s true,”’ said the mean man. 
“How do you account for it?” 
“Easily enough. Two women seldom 
meet who are not mutually acquainted 
with a third woman.’”—Kansas City 
Journal. 


No Voice in the Matter—‘ What 
did her father say when you asked per- 
mission to marry his daughter?” 

“T didn’t ask him.” 

“You didn’t?” 

“No. She and her mother said it 
wasn’t necessary. They were running 
affairs in that house.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


Helping Him—‘Why do you walk 
around by Algy’s office every day?” 

“T jilted him last week.” 

“What of that?” 

“And he’s trying to forget me.’’— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 
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BeauTY AND THE Beast 








-London World. 







be the first 
one to take 
his hand out 
of his neigh- 
bor’s pock- 
et?’’—Sim- 
plictssimus. 
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On THE Brain 
London Opinio» 
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Russian—I didn’t know you had a revolution in 
Norway? ’ 

Norwegian—We haven’t. We are discussing how 
it should be spelled.—Exlex, Christiania. 
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HOUGH the 
theme was ban- 
died about this 
page in a more 
or less jocund 
manner a fortnight ago, a 


By Perriton MAXWELL 


scattering of deadheads- 
the “paper” hangers of 


Strike W hi le the Wine 1S Not every audience. But a 


large and muscular walk- 
ing. delegate selected, per- 
haps, by popular vote 





strike of player-folk has 

since actually come to pass and twelve first-class pro- 
luctions in as many well-known Broadway theatres 
went black and blooey for several nights. The attendant 
sualties were the loss of $300,000 by the managers, 
ne cherished and now useless contracts in the inside 
pockets of the actors and the dethrone: .ent of much 
inner complacency in the cerebral sector of the 


Ca 


after-d 
pay-as-you-enter public. 

The impossible having happened, one may venture 
to discuss further impossibilities in the way of theatre 
revolutions. If the paid mimes of the playhouse can 
achieve even a temporary triumph for their cause by the 
exercise of the “strike” why ..ay not a dis- 
gruntled audience, lured into the theatre a 
on the false pretence of an evening's wz? 
entertainment, likewise put int» ii 
practice this extremely effective 
weapon of defense? If an au- 
dience, pulsating with the 4 
righteous wrath of the 
duped and with the con- 
certed hardihood of a 7 
mob of defecting iron- , 
workers, should “walk jf 
out” on an anemic 
play or an inane musi- 
cal show, they would 
do more to “elevate 
the stage” than a 
whole battalion of 
critics behind their 
Big Berthas of invec- 
tive and irony. 

Complications would 
naturally follow in the 
wake of a striking audi- 
ence. There would be, of 
course, among those pres- 
ent, some stubborn souls who 
having parted with their ma- 
zuma would refuse to leave until 
the final curtain—“scabs.” There 
would be others, too easily satisfied, 
who would not agree with the major- 
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among chronic theatre- 
goers could make shcrt shrift of such objectors to the 
common good. It might follow that the managers 
would call out the militia and compel, at the point of 
the bayonet, any striking audience to remain seated 
until the “tag” speech or the songful finale. But such 
an outrage could easily be wiped out with the bad blood 
existing between the actors and the managers. 

Clearly, if modern life is to be sharply divided, as 
now seems inevitable, between labor unionists and non- 
unionists, all theatre audiences must organize on the 
side of the former inasmuch as the demands for real 
entertainment will be heeded only when made under 
threat of the strike—most potent of all forms 

of immoral suasion. 

With the actors and managers in 
LN venomous deadlock, while the 
, stage nose dives to the eternal 
bow-wows, it may be nec- 
essary eventually for audi- 
ences to take over the 
theatre precisely as the 
Government took over 
the railroads, telegraph 
and telephone sys- 
tems, appointing sone 
distinguished _shoe- 
maker or eminent 

haberdasher, at a 

dollar a year, to 

guide the future des- 
tinies of American 
drama. 

But the suggestion 
offers little hope of 
permanent relief and 
one falls back on‘ the 
only possible solution— 
y the striking audience. 
4 Let several thousand lusty 
Y dollars rise up from the orches- 
tra seats and march out of a play- 
house when there is that mired feel- 
ing of being “stung,” and all Dilling- 
ham’s Hippodrome horses and all 
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ity upon the demerits of the perform- Beatrice Daxrx or Zrecrewp’s“Frouic” Ziegfeld’s chorusmen could never put 
ance and there would be the usual Axsovut To Star a Rose ror Betnc Rep. the offending show back again. 
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Savage 
Words 
trom 
Savage 


Situations 














“THe CHALLENGE” 


Dick Putnam (Allan Dinehart) 
You ‘etrayed me—you betrayed 
the state— 

Hat Wixturop (/olbrook Blinn) 
—No, you are the one who has been 
sold out. I warned you again and 
again that t’ey’d desert you like 
rats—doublecross you. 





““A Voice in THE Dark” 
Sam CLoyp (Frank Monroe)— 
j Still wearing one of those tin 
= - 4 badges of Pinkerton’s, John? 
Joun Matone (John Sharkey) 


Tue CHALLENGE —We don’t wear badges any 
Bemis (Wm. T. Morgan) more; we wear derby hats to 
We're going to wipe you and show we are bulls. 


your class out. 

Winturop (/lolbrook Blinn) 
What good would it do? Why, 
if you and your gang had all that 
I now have, you wouldn’t hold it 
a month. 


“Tue Crimson Aisi” 


InspecToR LeveraceE (John Ellis)—When did you last see Larry Conover? 

Mary Garrison (Bertha Mann)—I don’t know Larry Conover. 

Davipv Carro it (Harrison Hunter)—So there was a man in your room last night 
—and it was Larry Conover. 
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You, The Dictator 


S you glance through the pages of 
the record catalogs, you find that 
the repertory of your talking 

machine is weakest in art songs. Opera 


certain favorite 
dozens of 


is splendidly represented 
arias having been recorded by 
stars, and ensemble numbers are available 
by whole constellations of stars; not to 
speak of overtures galore by bands and 
orchestras. Dance from folk to 
jazz, is to be had in abundance. Popular 
songs range from the vaudevillings of way- 
back to the best and worst hits of the day. 
But first-rate concert songs are few indeed. 

Of the concert songs which are offered, 
the majority fall into two classes: standard 
favorites like “The Rosary” and “Annie 
Laurie’; and new but undistinguished 
sentimental ballads like—well, you know 
the kind. Sung by famous artists, these 
latter are commercial and no 
doubt have a better influence on public 
taste than do such ‘shopgirl classics as 
“I’m Sorry I Made You Cry.” 

But why not let’s have some really fine 
lsongs? We mean the sort that appear on 
the recital programs of the very artists 
who sing down to the phonograph public. 
Isn't a talking machine audience as in- 
telligent as a Carnegie Hall audience? 
Dealers report that the average record 
buyer is hard to interest in art songs. He 
wants either something he has known and 
liked for vears, or something new that 
sounds catchy and pretty to him at first 
hearing—as though a song which held 
nothing back from you at first acquain- 
tance could fail to cloy before many repeti- 
tions. 

Remember that in the end it is your 
choices that determine what sort of songs 
shall be recorded. And in the meantime 
make the most of the comparatively few 
yet enduringly beautiful art songs that 
are available to you. That is how to get 
more of them. 


music, 



















successes 


Concert 
Vo al 
Cuanson v’Amour (Hollman). Sung by Maric 
Sundelius. ’Cello obbligato. Avolian-Vocalion 
30029. 


The composer of this Love Song is a violon- 
cello virtuoso, and he has written for the voice 
much as he would for his favorite instrument: 
there is the same rich languor of phrase, at a 
pitch corresponding to the upper reaches of the 
‘cello. Marie Sundelius’s clear soprano soars 

f = lyrically,-while. beneath it a real ’cello hums a 
counter melody. Beautiful. ~ 


-— 


Cato as THE Nicutr (Bohm) 
Home, Sweet Home (Bishop). 
ei. Lane Shepherd. Edison 80489 


“Calm as the night” and, incidentally, 


Sung by Betsy 


“deep 


: 


; as the sea” is the sort of love that love exacts 
in return. And other attributes not quite so 
calm. This gradually-more-impassioned song, 


with its effective accompaniment of descending 
scales, is one of sentiment’s standbys. We trust 


SELECTIO 


Disco’s 














Under the 7 ult veekl “ Vaude- 
tlle,” ** Dance,” “Concert,” and “Opera,” Disco's 
ts appear regularly in JUDGI 
He makes a careful stud f the standard 
records as issued, and from wu } th ee 
wh h he ynisider ” t desirabi 7} week he 
Ll. from the m laud r rd 
D » glad answers questions regarding hhono- 
aphs and rd all mal H | tell you 
; r ha r rd. Z ur r ele , 
a? , mpar ha “ hew Ty r ’ 
iddré 4 , pe r re? 








hat ““Home, Sweet Home” is a logical sequel 


setsy Lane Shepherd does them both justice 
In the latter song her singing is notably en 
hanced by a harp 

| Darpy AND Joan (Molloy) 

Home, Sweet Home (Bishop). Sung by Helen 

— Clark. Pathé 40167 

Darby and Joan, dear old wedded for 

man i year, are f ictured with tenderness by a 
contralto of sympathetic quality Here there 
can be no question of the appropriateness of 
‘Home, Sweet Home” as a companion piece 


It has verses in profusion 


E.fécie (Massenet). Sung by Riccardo Stracciar 


Violin obbligato by Sascha Jacobsen. Columbia 
19333 

In contrast to the above portrayals of fond 
fidelity and snug contentment, we have here 
love’s desolation The adored one has fled 
forever and Nature’s vernal joyousness seems 
only a mockery of the happy springtimes of 
the past. Every word, every note of this song 


contributes an exact touch tothe mood picture. 
Its easily remembered melody has put it at the 
mercy of tyros. There ought to be a law pro- 





Photo by Mus, News 
Marie 


Rarrotp Hearinc Hersecr as Oruers 
Hear Her 








Best of the New Phonograph Records 


tecting it. Stracciari sings it with true art and 
Sascha Jacobsen contributes an exquisit 
violin obbligato. 
Gypsy Love Sone (Herbert). Sung by Freder 
Wheeler. 
Tett Her I Love Her So (de Faye) 


Reed Miller. Acolian-Vocalion 12155 


“Go to sleep m 


Sung / 





little gypsy sweetheart 
That is how most people remember this sons 
rather than by its title or by the fact that 
came from “The Fortune Teller,” an operetta 
of a good many years ago. It is amiably tunef 
and Frederick Wheeler, who sings it, ha 
bass voice of pleasing quality. “Tell Her | 
Love Her So” lover who bid 
the breezes whisper assurances of his devotion 


is the song of a 


his lady’s ear. Light and charming it is, ar 
sung by an intelligent tenor 
Mary or Arcyte (Nelson) 


\ Dream (Bartlett Sung by Colin O' More. 
{ceolian-V ocalion 22027 
ing of tenors, Colin O' More sings ballad 


well iS al m“Iy we KNOW 


Sneal 
f sentiment as 
nfortunately the 
xedient for hin 


makes it \ 


j 


rencer seic« 


—_ 


public’s taste 
to occasionally 
Here, nowever, he vives 
O’More at his best 


of no great worth. 
two that are delightful 


Instrumental 


Tue Aprev (Schubert) 
SerenavDE (Gounod). Cornet solos by Serg 
Leggett. Pathé 22107. 
Gracious 
and more 


corded. 
| Arr ror G Strrinc (Bach) 





numbers by the bugle’s peacet 


proficient sister. Excellently re 


Minuet 1s G (Beethoven) and Larco (Handel 
Violin solos by Joel Bel Edison 80419 
Old Johann Sebastian Bach is a beetlebrow 
to strangers only. The better you know him, 
the more he unbends, the more he leads you 
on in imagination excursions. When Chopin 
went for a vacation to an idyllic island, all hx 
took with him (besides a few clothes) was a cop) 
of Bach’s “Well-Tempered Clavichord’’—and 
Madame Sand. But leaving the lady out of 
the question, this Air for G String is well wort! 
cultivating. Beethoven's oftplayed Minuet and 
Handel’s Largo require no introduction 


E.écie (Massenet) 

| Ancet’s Serenave (Braga) Violoncello solo 
by Maurice Dambois. Azolian-Vocalion 32190 
Here we have a wordless rendering of th 
“Elegie.” Imagine the 'cello to be playing in 
French. ““The Angel’s Serenade”’ is also satisfy 
ing, though likewise speechless; proving that the 

melody’s the thing. 


To a Witp Rose (MacDowell). 
| Minuet 1x G (Beethoven). Played by Great 
Lakes String Quartet. Pathé 40109. 


First record of new organization which orig- 
inated during the war. Good string quartets 
are always welcome. MacDowell’s “Wild 
Rose,” one of the choicest gems of American 
music, sounds better when played by strings 
than it does in the original piano version, che 
poignant undervoices being more clearly de- 
fined and sustained. 


His Achievement 


“Old Uncle Johnberry is a tollably accurate 
weather prophet,” admitted the gaunt Missourian. 
“Day before yesterday evening he called my 
attention to the way the sky looked, and said it 
was a never-failing sign of a long dry spell. 
That night it rained in torrerts and it has been 
keeping it up pretty steadily every since. Of 
course, he didn’t hit it, but he did about as 
well as any of the rest of "em—he came within 
one of it.” 
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At Their Summer Disportments 
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to ty Bain News Service 
Vivian Hott Tries Out a New Vantry Bac 
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Photo by Bain News Service 
Henry Burr Looxs Us Over ro See re We Have Overtookep Hin 
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Apvete Row ianp Launcuinc INFORMALLY—OMITTING THE Atma Giuck, as THE Guest or Neptune, ENJOYING A 
Usvuat CHAMPAGNE RiertinG Goopv Time 


































































































“If the Dean doesn’t take back what he said 
this morning, | am going to leave college.” 
“What did he say?” 


“He told me to leave cr lege ‘i Yale Record 
Out of Sight 

Classical Dancer 

cinated somewhere where it won’t show. 

Doctor—My dear young lady, I’m afraid 

I'll have to do it internally.—Columbia Jester. 


“As We Were” 


Time—Any old vacation night. 
Scene—Moonlight through the honeysuckle 
vine. 


Characters—Two and a porch swing 

She (moving from him. Show of emotion, 
etc.\—Oh! Why did you kiss me? What 
right— 

He (his erring arm now caressing the soft 
pine of the porch swing)—I’m—I’m sorry. 
I know I shouldn’t have done it. I—don’t 
know how it ever happened. Really, I 
apologize. I'm sorry.” 

She (moving toward him. Show of emotion, 
etc.)—And what were we talking about when 


you kissed me?—Michigan Gargoyle. 
u 


Doctor, I want to be vac- 


Joyous, 


The Height of Modesty 
Ned—Don’t you really think these long, 

narrow skirts are fearfully modest? 
Bob—Yes, 1 do—you can’t possibly tell 

where the instep is!—Cornell Widow 





In Joyous Mood 
A divorced maker of sausage-bologne 
Was caught passing checks that were phogne. 
He said, with a grin, 
As the cop locked him in, 
Here’s the end of my wife's alimogne. 
—Starford Chaparral. 


Excused 
Judge—What! This man charged with in- 
toxication, and the state of Georgia has been 
dry for a year. What is his excuse?” 
Defendant's Attorney—Cotton gin, your honor, 
cotton gin.—Michigan Gargoyle. 


Truth 
“Did she tell you the truth when you asked 
her how old she was?” 
“Oh, yes.” 
“What did she say?” 
“That it was none of my business.”—Yale 
Record. 


Taking Turns 
Teacher — What is the 
Bath? 
Small Boy 


Order of the 


Well, Johnny comes first, then 


me, then Willie, and then the baby.—Dart- 
mouth Jack o’ Lantern. 
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“Arbutus, did you sweep under the carpet?” 
“Oh, yassuim., \h sweeps everything under dat carpet.” 
Columbia Jester. 
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She—Did you meet any stage robbers while 
you were out West? 

He—Yes, I took a couple of chorus girls out 
to dinner.— Michigan Gargoyle. 


Ring Around a Rosy 
“There goes a fine, all-around girl.” 
“So I noticed.”’-—Cornell Widow. 


Expectancy 
“Mary, why is Willie so keen on going to 
church again next Sunday?” 

“The parson fell out of his pulpit this 
morning and broke his neck, and Willie 
thinks it’s part of the regular routine.”- 
Columbia Jester. 


S. O. S. 
Dollars—Here, garcgon, bring me a spoon 
for my coffee. 
Gar—Sorry, sir, but we don’t serve them 
—the music here is so stirring.—Stanford 
Chaparral. 


Absent 
“Ernest,” said the teacher, “tell what you 
know about the Mongolian race.” 
“T wasn’t there,” explained Ernest hastily, 
“T went to the Harvard-Brown game.’’— 
Mass. Technology Voo Doo. 














Miss Punkins’ School of Dizzy Dancers Locate in Hayseed Holler 
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“So thet’s what they call Rhythmic ‘spression, hey. Gosh ding, 


ef I ain’t fer it down to our farm!” 










Willie on the way to school expresses his 
suppressed emotion. 





ob 
: “Sookie” the family cow 
i hakes the shimmy. 


af on 
— > 





. " 
Dinner. 
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— . 





Mabel, the hired girl, flings a few. 


Ma springs it on the flock. 
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Draw « by « ALV ERT SMirn 
Older Sister—No! No Yo tn t see that reel | saw it Y terday. It isn't good for little 


virls li e you! 


A Pretty Fair Start 
“When I was here on my last trip some of the young men of the town were trying to raise 
funds to start a band,” said the recently arrived guest. ‘‘Have they succeeded in doing so yet?” 
“Well, no; not exactly,” replied the landlord of the Petunia tavern. “They’ve found it hard 
work to get the money, but they still have the wind and the desire.” 
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Miss Clancy’s Finish 
By Akrucr C. Brooks 


HE general manager of the Little 
Nemo Suspender Company leaned 
back in his chair and smiled as he 

sent an enveloping glance from bowed 
head to bowed head down the length of the 
busy office. It came to rest on the occupant 
of a desk somewhat withdrawn from the com 
mon rows of desks, in due deference to au- 
thority 

Here was enthroned Miss Clancy, chief clerk 
and stenographer of the establishment, veteran 
in point of service and otherwise, maiden from 
preference and force of circumstances, above 
the draft age, incredibly competent, and, piunis 
simo, a last rose of Summer. 

Penetrating the rhythmic rattle of type 
writer keys, the general manager’s voice in 
toned, severe and stentorian, “ Wiss Clancy! 

Che addressed rose languidly from an office 
chair as efficient as a straitjacket, and half 
glided and half wriggled along the strip of rub 
ber flooring to where sat her employer. (One 
ascetic limb restrained a red shorthand aman 
vensis. its twin was coiled around a caisson of 
caramels 

Good morning, Miss Clancy,” greeted the 
manager, smiling and pointing out a chai 
“Please be seated.” 

‘Good morning, Mr. Jitney,”’ returned his 
assistant, in the first treble. “‘Thank you 
She melted into the chair. 

‘Now, Miss Clancy, | have something rather 

uhem!—important to convey to you,”’ opened 
the general manager. “I am about to be 
married!” he announced like an exploding 
grenade. 

Miss Clancy’s evebrows flew to her forehea« 
“Really, Mr. Jitney! May I congratulate 
you?” 

“Sure, Mike!" accepted the general man 
ager, forgetting his manners in his embarrass 
ment. “I'll send you a piece of cake.” 

* Thanks,” responded the head stenographer 

“What I also intended to say,” hurried on 
the general manager, ** concerns the future man 
agement of this office. Now, Miss Clancy 
how long have you been with us? Or do 
you —”" 

“Just twenty-one years next month,” re 
turned his head stenographer instantly, and 
with a suggestion of pique. 

“Good gracious, twenty-one!” exclaimed 
the general manager. ‘‘Why,” he said, and his 
eves gleamed with that gleam which denotes an 
imminent witticism. “you must have a pro 
digious knowledge of stenography!”’ 

But the humor was misplaced, for Miss 
Clancy was covertly sending pooh-poohing 
glances at the perfect, rippling coiffure of a 
nearby stenographer, a young, pink, silly little 
thing. 

“Now, Miss Clancy,’ 
manager, “as you may surmise, I intend 
enjoy a slight—ahem!—vacation. I believe 
that is the usual—ahem! ahem!—procedure.”’ 
He paused for her murmur of approval. 

But this interesting announcement was also 
unfortunate. Miss Clancy was staring disap- 
proval of the white-tipped boots of the twitter- 


’ 


resumed the general 


? 
oO 





ee 
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ing typist, who pounded on innocently, gig 
gling and 


; ph’s. 


The general manager kept on 


happily transposing her fs and 
“You, Miss 

lancy, evidently know as much about the busi 
ness as I do, and,”’ whimsically. * perhaps a bit 
more. Therefore, I propose to elect you gen 
eral manager, ad interim, of the Litthe Nemo 
Suspender Company.” 

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Jitneyv! 
head stenographer, tlushing 


rejok ed the 


“And,” continued the general manager, “as 
tomorrow is the first of the month, you may 
start ihen Take over m\ desk, here, and con 
duct vourself accordingly.” 

j “Oh, thank you, Mr. Jitney 

‘And have you any suggestions to make?”’ 
Mr. Jitney,”’ the head 
rapher hurried to comply. “I think we should 
get rid of that silly Miss Pritti, over there.” 


“All she thinks 


She’s been here three 


“Ves; one, 


stenog 


she advised in lowered tones 
of is clothes and movies 





months, and hasn't done a thing but make fools 
of the men.” 
well,” agreed the general manager 


That'll be 


‘Very 
I’ve been thinking of that myself. 
all, Miss Clancy. 
‘Good morning, Mr 


Good morning.” 
Jitney. And thank 


vou again.’ She arose and flowed sinuousls 


down the aisle 

The next morning came bright and early, as 
mornings have been in the habit of doing for 
some time past. Miss Clancy, busy at her new 
desk, pretended not to see the looks of awe sent 
her by the other workers as they tiptoed coyly 
She sent an appraising glance to Miss 
Pritti’s chair; vacant, as usual. 

But this morning a graceful bow of white 


satin ornamented its oaken back. 


past. 





Tuost HorperuL NEWLYWEDS 
But ere s 
‘In My Garden’’ 


By Victor Davies 


I< nel Zz 


HE moon floods my garden with 
splendor. The hyacinths znd the gladi 
olas are bathed in the silver glow. 

\cross the heavy-scented air comes the soft, 
It thrills me! 


\ moon, a garden, and a beautiful woman 


musical laugh of a woman. 


Could man desire more? 
Deep midst the lilies swaying in the warm 
breeze. close by the shimmery pool, there she 
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Yew, dear. 


our tavorite tree 
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“looked at” 


is laughing. For all the world like 
spirit. Her voice trembles back to me. 
It is the very soul of music, the lilting of her 
laughter sets my brain and heart agog 
Can I not steal closer, and perchance steal 


a pagan 


a kiss or two? 

I cautiously pick my way through the un- 
pitying rose-bushes, one far more unkind than 
the rest bites deep into my ankle 
When I look up again, the danc 
ing sprite is not alone, someone in uniform is 


Gadzooks! 


by her side 
Ah! An officer France, laden with 
laurels, and on the alert for new 


from 
ones; it 
depresses me, for I thought to get a stolen 
kiss. 

At any rate, I shall hear how the stalwart 
soldier loves. 

Will he attempt the rough, uncouth speech 
of the front to gain his objective; or will he, the 
true lover, revert to type? 

\ few steps, and I shall know 

But before I reach them, the officer removes 
his cap, and enfolds the sylvan deity in his 
khaki embrace 

My chauffeur! And the roguish scullery 
maid, whom I thought I could trust with my 
affections. ‘Tomorrow she will be packed up 
and sent off. 

Together the couple turn, and walk up the 
graveled path into my astounded arms 

Ye Gods! It is my wife! 

We grope spasmodically for words, and scat- 
ter to the winds. 

In the morning she will place her hands on 
my shoulders, and tell me that she must motor 
to the mountains for a rest. 

And she shall go; for the new chauffeur will 
be here at nine. 
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REPUBLIC Sates We 
A VOICE IN THE DARK. 


A New Play by Ralph E. Dyar 
THEATRE, Bway & 38th St. 
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Doors 


By Kennetu L. Roserts 


OORS were invented so that total stran- 

gers wouldn’t enter somebody’s home 
in the middle of the night and fall over the 
furniture in a noisy and sleep-wrecking manner 
Prior to the discovery of doors, people hung 
old blankets over the entrances of their homes 
and trusted to luck that the mosquitoes and 
the burglars would stay out. Women dared 
not leave their residences for more than fifteen 
minutes at a time for fear a dog would scratch 
a hole in the blanket and bury a bone in the 
middle of the living-room floor. The advent 
of doors permitted women to leave home im- 
mediately after the breakfast dishes were put 
away, and get back at night just in time to 
hear their husbands cursing ferociously because 
supper wasn’t on the table. Doors are a great 
blessing unless they are left open so that drafts 
blow down the back of one’s neck, in which 
case they are in a class with horseflies and 
frayed linen collars that irritate the threat. 
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T the time of our going to press so many New York theatres 


are either dark or going dusky, 


because ‘of the actors’ strike, 


that all sources of information of events on Broadway are in eclipse. 





Undomesticated Man 
By Mary DeB. Graves 


F you married a hero in khaki, and he has 
come back from France and taken off his 
uniform and isn’t a hero any more, but just 

an ordinary man that handles his knife and 
fork like a Rosalie and a trench knife, the ques 
tion is—what are you going to do about it? 
Besides, it isn’t half as interesting watching 
him spear potatoes across the table as it was 
to run the Woman’s Aviation Committee, 
and get up bazaars for starving French 
children. 

If some active social reformer doesn’t get 
busy on this transition problem you will sink 
speedily into the Slough of Despond, and so 
will he. Men and women have never been so 
happy as they have been since the late lamented 
G. W. gave them a good excuse to live apart 
and follow their natural bent. History tells 
us that certain savage tribes inaugurated the 
custom of providing separate villages for the 
sexes, but alas, as our divorce courts only too 
plainly indicate, we failed to profit by their 
instructive experience. 

Everyone knows how disgustingly happy 
our soldiers have been, living off by themselves 
without any fruit salad and tea napkins; and 
if you ask any woman in the world what was 
the happiest period of her life, she'll answer 
her boarding school days. And why is this? 
Because nature never intended men and women 
to dwell together. Romance is the spice of life, 
and too much proximity takes dway all the 
The average man would probably 
rather dream about his sweetheart than be 
with her most of the time anyway. The Girl 
I Left Behind Me is always more appreciated 
than The Girl I Took With Me. 

If a man could live in camp always, and keep 
his harem in a nearby village, how happy he 
would be unhampered by infinitesimal do- 
mestic irritations. Women could enjoy a 
peace that passeth man’s understanding in 
orgies of cold cream and curl papers. Married 
couples would no longer see the seamy side of 
each other. Balls and parties would be festivi- 
ties of unalloyed bliss, where no jaded wife 
would be hiding the scars of a recent encounter 
with a wrathful spouse whose «evening clothes 
she had failed to lay out properly. No cross- 
eyed husband would harbor a mind still wres- 
tling with his wife’s back hooks. Both sexes 
would appear at their best—radiant, undo- 
mesticated! 

If this ideal state were permanent there would 
be no question of woman suffrage. Women 
could run their own camps according to their 
All the sports and amusements would 
to suit the tastes of the 


romance. 


tastes. 
be arranged 
campers. 
Yes, of course the war is over, and of course 
we are all very, very glad—but still we do miss 
those campfires and wonderful marching songs. 
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And the Little Girl At Home can’t help looking 
wistfully into the fire sometimes and sighing 
at the memory of that Motor Corps uniform 
put away in camphor balls upstairs. For onc« 
in her life she did things she really enjoyed, 
and for once in his life the civilized man has 
been able to return to his native state. Do we 
all have to give up Romance and Stirring 
News and all that forever and go back to 
that cat-and-dog pre-war domestic hum 
drumidity? 


The Road to Peaceful Valley 


By Horace Seymour Ketter 
N the road to Peaceful Valley 
Take the Primrose Train 
That ’waits you at the turning 
Of the rail-fenced lane. 
You needn’t buy a ticket 
When the orchard is in bloom, 
When the skylark bids you welcome 
To the lilac’s sweet perfume. 


The chickadees are calling 
To their babies in the lane 

On the road to Peaceful Valley 
In the sunshine and the rain. 

You needn’t mind your luggage— 
It is checked clear through 

On the road to Peaceful Valley 
Where the sky is shining blue. 


The little people greet you 
With an ardor of delight 
As you fare for Peaceful Valley 
In the daytime or the night. 
The squirrel and the robin 
And the crickets all galore, 
Are glad to see you coming, 
And they meet you at the door. 


On-the road to Peaceful Valley 
Put away all fret and care— 

Ah! there is no time for sighing 
Where the little people are. 

For there must not be a murmur 
Of a sadness or a pain 

On the road to Peaceful Valley 
In the Primrose Train. 


How Does It Happen 
The ninth wonder of the world is that 
the philanthropist who advertises that he has 
taught hundreds of people how to make big 
money by writing photoplays never gets 
greedy and puts over a few humdingers of his 
own. 


As She Looked to Him 
Mrs. Gildersleeve (looking at a portrait)— 
But that beautiful thing isn’t a picture of 
Miss Gumlings, the homely purse? 
Mrs. Blitheman—Yes, it is;it was painted by 
an artist she pulled through a critical illness. 
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Tailor Bug—W hat a fool | was to give Mr. 
Firefly gasoline to clean his clothes with! 


A Doughboy’s Memories 
By Ex-Pvr. C. W. Saarer, U.S. A 


FOREIGN K.P 


OREIGN K.P., as compared with do- 
k mestic K.P., differed but little. It 

was slightly more involved, and a trifle 
more precarious, but the scenic value was 
about the same. The cook had the same ami- 
ible, wolfish disposition, when he was not 
dodging the sanitary inspector, and the mess 
sergeant was constantly currying favor with 
his K.P.’s by paying glowing tributes to their 
work and at times making lavish and extrav- 
agant gifts. 

In the back areas K.P. was openly flaunted 
around a double field range that was set up in 
, stone barn or a city park. Further up it was 
embroidered around a rolling kitchen. There 
was the same blood relationship between coffee 
and soup, and the slum was as imperturbable 
ind slimy as previously. Spuds were peeled, 
and onions flooded the areas. The introduction 
to the famous Military G.I. can was also made 
secure. Cleaning a G.I. can that had been 
used in the vivid portrayal of beans or bread 
pudding was the one item of foreign K.P. 
that no man can forget. The memory of the 
sweaty hours, scraping and laving, will be the 
nost pungent of all souvenirs. Many men 
still hold grudges now that they have emerged 
from their O.D. still threaten 
vengeance and retribution against superiors— 
but the man who has the genuine umbrage, 

ho is honestly and thoroughly sore, figures 
on caving in the bottoms of a few thousand 
G.I. cans some day. 

rhe uncertainty of foreign K.P. may or may 
not have been one of its chief assets. Un- 
srotherly interruptions of a Boche shell fre- 

rently knocked off several days from the 
roster specifications, but invariably the K.P.’s 

ere unable to express their appreciation. In 
most cases, where the work of peeling a can 
of onions was cut short, traces of the men on 
uty were extremely hard to find. Many 
esses were postponed indefinitely through 
iis sort of intrusion and requisitions were 
ade, at the same time, for a complete new 

itfit, including another detail of K.P.’s, 
ooks and whatnot. 

In the warm months in France the yellow 

cket, a friendly insect, featured K.P. It 

as in constant attendance and delighted in 
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Think a Minute 


5 eae is your doctor’ s first question? Why does he suspect 


constipation? 






Because 90% of his patients are suffering from ailments caused 
directly or indirectly by the action of poisons formed in a sluggish 
intestinal tract. 


‘These body poisons are absorbed by the blood and carried all 
over the body until the weakest organ, unable to withstand the 
poisonous contact, becomes infected and refuses to act properly. 
Unfortunately it is usually not until then that the doctor is con- 
sulted and asked to treat the diseased organ. 


The surest way of purifying the blood and preventing the for- 
mation of these destructive body poisons is to prevent stagnation 
of food waste in the intestinal tract—to prevent constipation. 


Constipation is not a matter to be taken lightly or neglected. 
Nor ts it either sufficient or safe to take castor oil, pills, salts, 
mineral waters, etc., in order to “‘force’’ bowel action. Such 
action does not cure constipation, it makes constipation a habit. 


Nujol is entirely different from drugs as it does not force or 
irritate the bowels. 


Nujol prevents stagnation by softening the food waste and en- 
couraging the intestinal muscles to act naturally, thus removing 
the cause of constipation and self-poisoning. It is absolutely 
harmless and pleasant to take. 

Nujol helps Nature establish easy, thorough bowel evacuation 
at regular intervals—the healthiest habit in the world. Get a 


bottle from your druggist today. 
Nujol is sold in sealed bottles bearing the Nujol 


y 7 
/ a 
WW arning . Trade Mark. All druggists. Insist on Nujol. 


You may suffer from substitutes. 


Nujol 


For Constipation 





**Regular as 
Clockwork* 














Tena TRATES MARTA wT he 


**A Smart Hotel for Smart People’~ 


Metropolitan in every respect, yet homey in 
its atmosphere 


ROMEIKE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 

: hich We will send you = nowepeger 

clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- 

HOTEL WOLCOTT || ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 

, : E rats a - ; | paper and periodical of importance in the United States and 
Very desiravle for women traveling alone is searche< erms $6.00 per 100 notices. 


5 | Europe = . 
3 Thirty-First Street, by Fifth Avenue, New York i HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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Safeguard Your Business 


ONTINUED prosperity depends upon two things—the production of more goods and ability to 
 & market this increased production at a profit. Labor and capital must both be profitably employed. 

Advertising is being used, and will continue to be used in even greater measure, toward the 
solution of those two problems. That is why business men are interested in the great 


Advertising Convention 
New Orleans, September 21-25, 1919 
At this meeting internationally known representatives of the employer and the wage earner will discuss plans for uniting 
capital and labor for greater production. . f : ; ; d 
Advertising men understand-the other fellow’s viewpoint. When the right plan is suggested, they will do their part in 
getting the message to the employer, the worker, the cc , in a lang each understands. 
In like manner, this great meeting will be directly helpful in pointing ways toward new and larger markets. : 
All business men and women are invited to attend and participate. For further information, hotel reservations, etc., 
write at once to 
ASSOCIATED ADVERTISING CLUBS OF THE WORLD, 110 West 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 
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Don’t Wear 


a Truss 
Brooks’ Appliance, the modern 


scientific invention, the wonderful 
new discovery that relieves rup- 
ture, will be sent on trial. No ob- ; 
noxious springs or pads. MR. C. E. BROOKS 


Brooks’ Rupture Appliance 
Has automatic Air Cushions. Binds and draws the 
broken parts together as you would a broken limb. Nu 
salves. No lies. Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to prove 
it. Protected by U. S. patents. Catalog and measure 
blanks mailed free. Send name and address today. 
Brooks Appliance Co.,409A State St.,Marshall,Mich. 
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Kill Dandruff 
With Cuticura 


3B. Ointment 
e= Band te tatcom 2 Be Sam le each 
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Let a Wounded Soldier Read 
This Copy of JUDGE When 
You’ve Finished Readinz It 


The Army authorities tell us they can't ead to Ay 

the soldier<lemand, especially in the Spokes 

a. There never are enough JU to go i my 
ply place alc stamp on the cover and drop in the 

nearest mail box. Uncle Sam will do the rest. 
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COMPARATIVELY 
W) not these as well 
fraternizing with the men who made the 


world safe for Democracy and were responsible 
introduction of a large amount of 
clever food. If permitted unrestrained action 
French yellow jackets did no serious 
damage. But, angered by a healthy sweeping 
swipe, swelling followed immediately. Many 
healthy Yanks ran from these pests on one 
day and bumped off their quota of Prussian 
guards on the next without a tremor. One 
dude from Albuquerque, who sat nonchalantly 
through the work of deshabilling a sack ot 
spuds with Y.Js. on his. hands and behind his 
ears, was cited for the D.S.C. 

Foreign K.Ps. pounded up the Bully Beef 
cans and bonjoured the French demoiselle who 
drove the garbage cart. The rest of the time, 
when the pans were done, they sat around 
and got woodsmoke in their eyes and thought 
up good rumors on when the division would 


for the 


these 


leave for home. 


Fall 


Calendar 


HAMILTON 


>] ie ane 
olitical 
By Harry 
Vid-September until Election Day. 
EPTEMBER 18—Day on which all can- 
didates file announcement that it is their 


patriotic duty to forget party differences. 


September 19—Day on which all candi- 
dates forget to forget party differences. Have- 
a-cigar Day in all districts. 

September 24—First day for the general 


. >: ¢ . 
announcement that a public office is a public 


trust. —. ° 

September 26—Day for candidates to “ex- 
tend the right hand of fellowship to the newly 
enfranchised women voters.” Each candidate 


to discover and make announcement that he 
has always favored equal suffrage. 
September 28—Ticket-selling drive; all can 


didates expected to come across liberally ior 
block parties, smokers, annual balls, etc. 

2—Last day for filing statement 
that the candidate “is actuated by motives of 


October 


purest patriotism.” Mud-slinging Day in 
all districts. 
October 5—‘‘Pointing with pride” Day. 


All political parties. 
a4 


Kauai 


is feminine 
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Ricuts FoR MeN 
representations? 
October 7—‘‘Viewing with alarm” Day. 
All political parties. 

October 10—First day for filing statement 
that the candidate was “born and brought up 
among you, and is privileged to greet you as 
neighbors.” 

October 12—How-are-things-going Day. All 
politica] parties. First day for accusing op 
ponent of “treachery” and “deliberate attempt 
to deceive.” 

October 14—Play-it-safe Day. Non-par 
tisan drive against Huns, Bolshevists and re 
linquishing the Monroe Doctrine. 

October 23—First day for speakers to 
“appeal to you, not as partisans, but as true 
Americans.” Second Have-a-cigar Day. All 
political parties. 

October 25—First day for Republicans to 
claim that the situation is eminently satis 
tactory. 

October 26—First day for Democrats to 
announce that all signs point to a Democrat ix 
landslide. 

October 290—Cart-Tail Orators’ Day. “Let 
me ask you this question,” to be said on 7,000 
street corners. 

October 30—First day for leaders to refuse 
io give out figures. 

October 31—“ Hail-to-the-Chief” Day. All 
brass bands. 

November 3—Confident-of-the-result Day: 
leaders of all political parties. 

November 4—Day for all candidates to 
enter the booth and vote Ballot Number 


o’clock. 





November 5—Post Mortem Day. 
=—w 9 = 2 ae 4 
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“Do you think it exactly wise, Brother 


Johnson, to permit that child to run about 
bareheaded in the rain?” solicitously asked the 
Presiding Elder. “He may catah cold.” 

“ Nodanger,” replied Gap Johnson ,of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark. “The little cuss has got one now.” 


A Profitless Product 
Edwards—What does Mr. Killbuck, who you 
say treats his men so unfairly, manufacture?” 
Easton—1. W. W.’s, mostly. 
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250,000,000,000 in Money an a in Lives 


THIS FAMOUS 16-INCH SHELF OF REFER- 
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ENCE BOOKS ELIMINATES ALL DRUDGERY was the enormous price paid by hur-enity in 
IN THE PURSUIT OF KNOWLEDGE : WORLD WAR for its knowledce of the 
as meaning and aims of Teutonic A ultur. 


But this represents only a small part of the 
total cost in life and labor, in brains and blood, 
of all the knowledge we inherit today. 








The things we American enjoy that lighten 
the burdens of life, that add to its pleasures, 
that have made us a free people, ever cham- 


pions of right and justice—our political and 
social systems, our literature, art, science, in- 
dustries—are the result of knowledge gained 
through ages of slow development at an incal- 


culable cost in life and treasure. 


To place all this priceless knowledge within 
the reach of all American readers, to make 1 
inderstandable and usable by every one of them, 
are the high aims of the publishers who have 
caused this vast aggregation of the production 
of human brains and labor to be collected, 


digested, and presented in immediately accessible form, 
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| Every American's Encyclopedia 9 
19 Vol ; Bou in Sp ] 
| Extra ) ab! ( t La 
|} Stampe & jie B Type 
| P I I a 
| Each \ @ 72x » inche 
Every American's Dictionary 
, me Flenible Governmen 
| Test Binding, Rich Black M 
. (br un, G | I ettering | 
| Round Corners. Size 74x54 in 


| ches. Illustrations in Color 


A STUPENDOUS BARGAIN 


Never before was so much useful knowledge, in such convenient form, offered for so little in cost. More up-to-date than other 
reference works selling for $100 and upwards. Nothing like Every American’s Reference Library can be bought today at a 
price under $35. For a limited time, our Price is oniy $15 and you have over a year in which to pay it, if desired. Compare 
this insignificant price with the untold billions all this knowledge has cost! Think of its educational value in the Home! 
Try to realize the benefits you will derive in your daily work from this knowledge of the great worth- while things of the world 

knowledge that gives personality and power to its possessor, that opens up the surest road to success! Every American’s 
Reference Library will give you what you could otherwise gain only through years of schooling. It contains about every- 
thing that Nature has created, the human mind has conceived, and man’s ingenuity has devised. 


FILLS EVERY EDUCATIONAL NEED |WHETHER YOU WANT TO KNOW 








A Splendid 9.Volume Encyclopedia that ac quaints you with the live of fa Where the Head Hunters live —Price paid for Danish West 
. mous people everywhere :— President Meaning of Franc-tireur Indies 
ye + re en oe anaes oy ag or sage ~~ ee like Elihu Ro t When Lord Kitchener was History of War Indemnities 
- 10K, lloyd George, orden; Ge nerals like Joffre and Haig; aptains of Indu try like drowned Temperature of Oxy-acety- 
enry Ford and Carnegie; Financiers and Merchants like Morgan, Wanamaker and Field 
rhese 9 Volumes put you abreast of the latest developments in Invention and the Me Who Red Cloud was lene Flame : 
chanical Artssuch as the Gyroscope Railway, Wireless Telegraphy, the Gas Engine, et: Age of Samuel Gompers Who suggested the Hague 
4 é scribe in language all can understand the latest discoveries in Medical Science Location of Kits Coity House Peace Conference 
s Twilight Sleep, Auto-intoxication, Sleeping Sickness; and the Newest Systems of 


Healing—Osteopathy, C hiropractic, Christian Science. The 9 volumes of Every Ameri Or thousands of other questions about words and their mean- 
can's Encyclo )pedia are a great storehouse of facts drawn from far and near, from the | jngs, about facts in history, biography and geography, about 


remote past and the immediate present, supplying answers to hur dre is of thousands . . . . . 
of questions in all branches of on Leilinlin = discoveries in the sciences or developments in the arts 


A Great Modern Dictionary ‘®**.is the nearest approach toan unabridged | YOU WILL FIND THE ANSWER IN THESE 10 VOLUMES 


dictionary and that contains 1370 pages and i 

inches thick. Every American’s Dictionary is handsomely bound in Flexible Government 

Test Binding, Rich Black Morocco Grain, Gold Lettering, and Round Corners. Besides SEND ° 
spelling, pronouncing and defining WORDS, this marvel in dictionary making contains ONLY 
22 DISTINCT DEPARTMENTS of the utmost value in connection with your language 

and other needs, including:—The Most Approved Forms for Business and Social Letters oo a month for 14 


: : . ; : ‘ - ear stalment pric t nd case an m 
Hints in Correct English; Forms Sor Speeches for Various Occasions,—to indicate only $ . — Or ! rs oe be se th eir delive herwise l 
a few of the many valuable aids this volume is prepared to render instantly in many te } $1 : i] day ask for instructions for their return 
sem 3 
7 





BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO., J 8-30-19 
418 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
Enclosed fir d $1.00 first payment on Every American's 
s represented, I wil 
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Refe rence Library 






I will, within 5 
at your expense 
a tight corner in the Office, the Home, and the School “ y $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt 
and coupon, if 


you want to 
save the $1.50 
spot cash dis- 
count 


Name 


A BOOK-RACK GIVEN TO PROMPT PURCHASERS 

The specially designed Folding Oak Book-rack, illustrated above, will add a hundred fi ald 1 
to your comfort and convenience in using this Reference Library Supplied in nati 
finishony. But to insure your getting one without extra charge USE COUPON TOD: AY. 


Address 


Occupation 
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